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POETICAL EPISTLE 


TO THE HONOURABLE 
S N 


In dedicating theſe incoherent refle&ions to 
9 Mr. Fox, it is equally my intention to expreſs 
the admiration I feel for the private virtues of 
the friend, as to join my eulogiums to the tri- 
butary homage with which a grateful nation 
acknowledges the ineſtimable obligation, due to 
the guardian of her laws, the friend of her con- 
| ſtitution.— Nor will it be ſuppoſed, that under 


the anonymous character of an author, I can 
B | have 


(i) 

have any other view, than to expreſs the private 
gratitude of an individual, ſenſible of the pro- 
tection he experiences, in common with his 
country, from the unremitting exertions of pa- 
triotic oratory. In another point of view, I 
have certainly been known to Mr. Fox, but in 
one ſo widely differing from that of poet, that 
every effort to trace the ſource from which 
theſe lines proceed, muſt neceſſarily prove inef- 
fectual, ſnould they even poſſeſs ſufficient merit 
to create a deſire of diſcovering their author. 


London, June 7th, 1781. 
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A S it has univerſally been the fate of thoſe who com- 
bat the eſtabliſhed prejudices of mankind, to be branded 
with every opprobrious epithet which the enyenomed 
rancour of intereſted hypocriſy can deviſe, I am far from 
flattering myſelf, that the feeble efforts of my pen will 
eſcape uncenſured ; I ſhall therefore be before hand with 
criticiſm, and obſerve, that notwithanding the apparent 
levity with which ſome ceremonies may be treated 
(which, to the diſgrace of the human underſtanding, 
have long been conſecrated as divine), I defy the ſophiſ- 
tical malevolence of irritated prieſtcraft, to point out a 
ſingle paſſage, where Virtue is refuſed the tributary ado- 
ration ſhe claims from every ſe& and nation, I wiſh only 
| 2 to 


( 4 ) 


to ſtrip her of that farcical diſguiſe in which ſhe too fre- 
quently appears, when repreſented under the figure of 

Religion, and to reſtore her to her native beauty. It will 
alſo be objected as a theme for cenſure, that I have que- 
ſtioned the immortality of the ſoul ; a tenet far too flat- 
tering to the vanity of man, to be eaſily given up- But 


this 1 deny. I have only reaſoned, I leave to Ignorance 


to afirm. But indeed, the more nearly we inveſtigate 
nature, in the moſt minute of her works, the leſs ground 
we find, for arrogating to ourſelves a privilege, which, 
in my opinion, either does not exiſt, or is extended by the 
univerſal bounty of the Firſt Cauſe, to animals as well as us, 
There is a chain, by which every production of nature is 
linked together, The gradation is regular, the connec- 
tion ne. Thus the animal world is united to the vege- 

tative ſyſtem, by the ſenſitive plant, and polypus ;—to the 


mineral by the er, or by ſome ſtill more inanimate | 


among the genera of ſhells—and man to the brute crea- 
tion, by the Orang Outan. Nay, would the narrow li- 
mits of a prefatory apology admit of the diſquiſition, I 
would be bold to prove, that in every particle of matter, 
however mod;fied, there is one univerſal connection, and 
conſequently 


83 
conſequently think myſelf authoriſed to imagine, that 
ene and the ſame fate attends it, under every form. The 


Pythagorean ſyſtem is, upon this account, far from unſa- 


tisfactory, and under ſome reſtriftions gives a very ra- 
tional account of the tranſmutation of matter. Why 


ſhould we ſuppoſe, that the ſame ztherial eſſence, which | 


vivifies the roſe, or gives animation to the horſe, is inſuf- 
ficient for the exiſtence of man ? Brutes too have their 
portion of reaſon. Nor is the intellectual ſuperiority of 
a Hottentot over the innate inſtinct of the ſpaniel, in any 
degree more wonderful than the amazing genius of a 
Newton, when compared with the fluggiſh inactivity, 
and lethargic dullneſs of this very Hottentot. 


No man-is a greater admirer of the beauties of Nature 
than myſelf. I worſhip her in the moſt minute of her 
productions. The harmony of the planetary ſyſtem; 
the beautiful ſtrength of the race horſe, the elegant form 
of a Deyonſhire, and the penetrating genius of a Hume, 
are equally the objects of my adoration. But to imagine 


them all but pieces of one great machine, directed by one 
| C invariable 


- 
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invariable and univerſal cauſe, and deſtined to the ſame 
uncertain end, is, in my opinion, by no means to derogate 
from their glory, or to leſſen the admiration that is due 
to ſo perfect, to ſo wonderful a fabric. 


ESSAY 


P R E I U DI 


F RO M Stateſmen's ſpeculative ſchemes 
Let my poetic page, 

My deareſt Charles, with weightier themes, 

Your mind awhile engage. | 


Let me, by Reaſon's rule, eſſay 
The human heart to ſcan; 
And paint, in philoſophic lay, 
The vain purſuits of man. 


Strange compound of affliction, joy 
Wit, folly, baſeneſs, worth ! 
By nature form'd her ſweets t enjoy, 
Yet wretched from his birth, ys + 


| 
| 
| 
[ 
1 


es or eeetndte en — 
- —— bo — - — I 


| 


(8) 


With eager thirſt, ambition views 
The meteor's treach tous ray 
While the vain phantom it purſues, 
Still faſter fades away. 


Behold the * Auſtrian tyrant ride 
On war's impurpled flood; 
And hero-like, (weak flave to pride) 

Deluge a world in blood. 


In all his weakneſs man returns ;— 
| Death ſounds the pafting knell ;— 

Ev'n mighty Charles repents, aid fpucns 
A ſceptre for a cell. 


Blind man ! a conqueror $ es ſ pre 
Thy lot is much the we, 


Bigot, or ſceptic, as the air 


Affects thy nervous "IP | 
„en 0 £240!” 

The verieſt trifles too decide, | 

Man's miſery ar renowii a 
8 fine the limits that divide” © 
The gibbet from tlie crown.” 5 


a 
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Or meanly weak, or madly wiſe ; 
A hero, or a knave, | 
With Pruſſia's king he mounts the ſkies, | 
Or finds a Cromwell's grave 


To-day the noiſy Patriot raves, 
Sworn foe to ſov'reign rule; 
To-morrow Faction's thunder braves, 
The tyrant's readieſt tool. 


The Gorgon frown of deſpot ſtate, 
Aſſumes unwonted grace, 

When he directs a nation's fate, 
And talks himſelf in place. 


Great the contempt Amintor feels 
For images of paint ;— 

Give him à mitre, —_and he kneels 
To every wooden. ſaint, 


Or from devouter Curio tear 
Religion's powerful rod ;— 
No more the myſtic wafers bear 
Ĩ be ſemblance of God. 


D 
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Behold the croud, by ignorance led, 
Proftrate at Folly's ſhrine; 

Elſe bread, as formerly, were bread, - 
And wine no more than Wine. 


So when two kings in weakneſs vie, 


(Kings of our modern breed) 
A thouſand Alexanders die, 
A thouſand Cato's bleed. 


No prophets now are ſeen to range, 
Tumultuous, through our land ; 

Nor does obedient matter change 

| At man's ſupreme command. 


Virtue's the fame, howe'er by. zeal 
Deform'd, or bigot fear ;— 

To Brama thus wild Indians kneel, 
As we to Jeſus here, 


In Turkey view the creſcent-ſoar 
With heavenly beauties-bright ! 
While Perfia's proſtrate, hoſts adore | 
The glorious ſource of light. 


2 


Various 


( 1 ) 


Various and ſtrange the ſhapes appear, 
By which their god is known 
Yet when he prays, does man revere 
A power beyond his own. 


"Tis not with outward forms to bind, 
To faſt on ſtated day, 

Or force the lingering night to lend 
Its tranquil hours to pray. 


To ſcorn the bounty of the ſkies, 


(As monks and bigots preach) 
And hunt a viſionary prize, 


We ne'er perhaps may reach; 


Nor croſs, nor creſcent—ſcarf or hood 
| Heroic worth create : 

'Tis Virtue only makes man good, 
As <vi/dom makes him. great. 


To- day we live ;—to-morrow fall ;— 


The wiſeſt knows no more ;— 
What follows life is myſt'ry all, 


As that which went before. 


Yon 


IS 
» 
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Yon tow'ring oak; (the foreſt's lord) 
Whoſe ancient branches ſpread 


Congenial freſhneſs, and afford 


The traveller a bed; 


An acorn once, by chance fell there 
Chance gave the acorn root : 

Bid it's green boughs divide the air, 
It's budding fibres ſhoot. 


Yet ev'ry hour, that brings new ſtrength, 


But haſtens it's decay: | 
Mould'ring it grows—till duſt at length, 
It crumbles quite away. | | 


What then is man? is he more ftrong ? | 


Is longer life his doom? 
That he ſo proudly dares prolong 
His views beyond the tomb *. 


1 


Behold 


* The author here begs leave to remark, that ſo far from wiſhing 
to deſtroy the idea of a future ſtate, he would be the happieſt of man- 
kind, to find ſuch proofs of its certainty, as even his own ſceptical diſpo- 


ſition might embrace without a doubt. But as Hope was never capable 


of 


C 


Behold this mortal fleſh decay ! 
And duſt to duſt return ! 

Worms on the hero's aſhes prey, 
Though in a marble urn. 


t 'Tis true—but then you'll grant me this 
* The ſoul (Devotion cries) 
To manſions of Elyſian bliſs, 


On ſeraph pinions flies.” 


Aſk, why fo credulous? She'll own 
Hereditary plea : 
From ſon to ſon tranſmitted down, 


A kind of faith in fee. 


Thus hoary ignorance throws her veil 
O'er unſuſpetinvg youth ; — 

But Reaſon ſcorns th' impious tale 
Alone ſhe worſhips Truth. 


of raiſing him to a crown; nay, nor of even procuring him a clear eſtate 
of twenty thouſand pounds a year.— Though no man has a more ele- 
vated ambition, or a more refined taſte for luxury than himſelf, he can 
have but little dependence upon the reality of thoſe pleaſures ſhe proiniſes 
him in another world, from whoſe bourne no traveller has ever yet returned. 
But were faith dependant upon inclination, he aſſures the public, that 
no man ſhould have a more extenſive one than himſelf— ever to the re- 


moving of mountains. 
| E And 
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And while diſtracting doubts confound 
With viſionary hope, 

She treads on philoſophic ground, 
And takes a nobler ſcope. 


« T” anatomiſe the ſoul is vain ; 
Vain too all human art, 

© To trace it reaſoning with the brain, 
Or throbbing with the heart. 


«© Had it an eſſence of its own, 
Nor part of body grew, 
Why do the pangs that wound the one, 
&© Aﬀect the other too ?” 


What is it then? 'tis action, thought, 
Senſation, paſſion, breath— 
With us alike to reaſon brought, 
It with us ſinks to death. 


Alone tis Reaſon makes man ſhine 
Superior to the mole. 
Then 'tis an attribute divine, 
And worthy of the ſoul, 


But 


( us ) 


But is this godlike gift, t think, 
From Nature's empire free? 
Or ſlave to various ills, that fink 
A Newton low as me ? 


Why then of parts muſt man be form'd, 
Different as night and day ? 


This with unperiſhable fire warm'd, 
This only mortal clay. 


Has not the ant, whoſe tender frame 
Thy heedleſs ſtep deſtroys, 

Preſumptuous man ! an equal claim 
To theſe celeſtial joys ? 


No, Pride replies—the balmy gale, 
The bloſſoms of yon tree, 

The ſtream that bubbles through the vale, - 
Were form'd alone for me. 


See where the roſe her fragrant charms 

; Spreads o'er yon ſhady grove 
That Beauty, yielding to my arms, 

May find a bower for love. 


l 


Then Reaſon thus Vain worm, with me, 


Diſſect the human heart: 
Stript of ideal plumage ſee, 
How poor a thing thou art 


That garb, whoſe variegated hue 
Commands obedient gaze, 

Where coſtly gems, to vulgar view, 
In eaſtern ſplendor blaze. 


To which thy incens'd figure owes 
Such elegance of form 
Is the laſt tribute that beſtows 


A miſerable worm. 


For all thy luxuries to provide 

A thouſand wretches groan ; 
So inſufficight is thy pride 

For all her wants alone! 


Each has its place in Nature's plan ;— 


The whale, the tree, the mole, 


Conſpire alike with mighty man 
To beautify the whole: 


The 


(C19) 


The ſtructure's vaſt, connected, wile ; 
In every part you ſee 

A fine gradation gently riſe, 

Prom animals to thee, 


Perhaps extended further till 

To worlds yet unexplor'd, 
Where ſome till unborn Cortez will 
Stain his inhuman ſword “. 


Source of new ſcience, ſeat of arts, 
Man's ſoaring mind t' employ, 
Where beings of ſuperior parts, 
Superior bliſs enjoy. 


»The conqueſt of America opened a new field for the ambition of 
man, and gave him what Alexander in vain had wept for—another 
world to conquer. However, before the time of Columbus, ſuch was 
the deteſtation in which Hypocriſy held every progreſs of the human 
underſtanding, that to ſuſpect the real figure of the globe, was a ſpecies of 
blaſphemy not to be forgiven,—— Why ſhould we not then imagine, 
that the other planets, are inhabited, as well as ours, where the ſoaring 
genius of man may hereafter find a freſh field to exerciſe his imagina- 
tion, his reaſon, and his cruelty, 

Nil mortalibus arduum eſt, 
HonAcx. 
F Behold 
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Behold yon tender plant, that links 
This great, harmonious plan, 
With what ſpontaneous care it ſhrinks 
From the dread graſp of man! 


Does thought ſuggeſt, does inſtinct breathe, 
Does magic power impart, 

Or mere inanimation give 
This ſupernatural art? 


What forms our being here on earth? 
Senſation, motion, thought— 
By ſtrict attention from our birth, 
So near perfection brought. 


Why then deſtroy this beauteons chain, 
Why give this wond'rous flower 
An eſſence, that accounts in vain 
For man's ideal power ?* 


* The diſcovery of the polipus, by M. Trembley, opened a new 
field to the imagination of the philoſopher— and proved to him how 
very little he was converſant with the works of nature. May there not 


be a variety of other animals in the fame predicament? In appearance 


plants, in reality animated beings Science is yet in her infancy.— 


Eft quiddam prodire tenus, ſi non datur ultra. 


Does 


k&; 2 


Does not the Orang Outan join 
The brute, and human ſtock ? 
And oyſter draw the ſlender line | 
Twixt animal and rock? 


Though modified in various ſhapes, 

Matter remains the ſame : 
Trees, foflils, minerals—men or apes— 
It differs but in name. 


'Tis the ſame animating ſeed, 
The ſame prolific fire, 


Gives dogs their inſtinct, horſes ſpeed, 
Or warms Achilles ire.* 


Oh horror! horror ! ſhall brutes be formed of the ſame matter with 
man ? ſhall they enjoy the ſame privileges? ſhall they partake of the 
ſame nature? ſhall they be deſtined to the ſame end? I already fee the 
brow of hypocriſy clouded with a frown—l ſee her pen dipped in the en- 
venomed gall of criticiſm ; I anticipate the invectives ſhe prepares 
againſt me But give me leave to aſk the Religioniſt, whether man is 
more diſgraced by my /y/lem, which raiſes brutes to a level with his 
imaginary dignity, or by his, which ſtrips man of his reaſon, and de- 
grades him even below the loweſt of the animal world. For what 


can be a greater inſult to reaſon, than to compel her to an involuntary 
faith ? | 


Beings 


( 20) 


Brings too that natural decay 


When man refigns his breath, 
When life's bright flambeau fades away, 


And all things fink in death. 


The vital cauſe again returns, 
There whence its channel flows ; 
Springs in the blade, in the fire burns, 
Or in the zephyr blows.— 


Say then, why faſt to faſt ſucceeds ? 
Why always on thy knee? 


For fame the Swediſh madman bleeds ;— 


But where's the bigot's plea ? 


Fool, -wilt thou from a ſubſtance turn, 
To graſp an empty ſhade ; 


The faireſt fruits of Nature ſpurn, 


And let her flowers fade. 


Fair was the ſcene, till griefs beguil'd, 
And baſeleſs fears oppreſt 

For when ſhe form'd her fav'rite child, 
She form'd him to be bleſt. 


Plac'd 


(21 -} 
Plac'd in a world, where joy with joy, 


Pleaſure with pleaſure vies ; 


With ſenſe, ſhe ſaid, thy time * 
Be happy and be wiſe. 


The preſent's thine fate rules the reſt 
No ſuture ter rors fear ;— 
Enjoy the fleeting hour; be bleſt 
And make thy heaven here. 


Shortly 4vill be publiſhed, by the ſame Author, an Eſſay n 
Poligamy. 
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